NIEMPSOR KAR

fiercely through the crowd, and Niempsor Kar with
both arms round Lallek and his grandson.

Yanivi was right: she knew that Shibrot cared more
for her than for any general. The crowd gathered all
night; they saw how Soogal Sorsh had lied to them;
they moved like one man towards the Round House.
Magic had barred the doors, but. they gave before fire
and axes; magic was thick in the doorways and pas-
sages, but it used itself up on the great crowd. Many
were lost and never found, and for months afterwards
men died strange deaths in Shibrot. But the Round
House was burnt up, and somewhere in it Soogal
Sorsh, and somewhere in it Yanivi's baby who had a
horn like his father. The next day only the outside
walls stood ragged and smoking: men all round were
guarding it and killing the red mice as they ran up
and down. The treasure was safe underground; half
the Queen took, and half she gave as dower to Tibar
and Lallek.

And when all that was done they buried Yanivi
under her own dancing-floor; then it was made into a
temple, with her face and form on the image of the
Goddess; and for long years that was one of the sights
of Shibrot. When her lovers were old, wrinkled men,
they told their grandsons about her, how she was a
jewel, a flower, a young birch tree in the wind, a song
and a story for all time.

Lallek rode back with Tibar and Niempsor Kar,
and began forgetting about the Round House,
Tathra welcomed her with smiling, searching eyes,
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